INDIAN
somehow, gives me a sense of great importance, as
if I were a retiring Governor. * . . The association
of ideas is not difficult.
I shall be sorry to say good-bye to bearer the day
after to-morrow; but sorriest of all because I fancy
that his tiny, baby face will pucker up, and that he
will weep silently. . . . Perhaps he is very glad that
we are going. It has given him a jaunt to Bombay.
He will take back a present to his wife, perhaps. . . .
To him, to her, Bombay must be a kind of Margate.
What is Bombay to me? . . . The Army Sc Navy
Stores have a branch here. It seems to be the only
shop in India at which one may buy those washable,
white wrist-watch straps. ... I don't see how
people in the tropics do without them, for you can't
wear a stomach-watch, for you don't, presumably,
wear a waistcoat, and you don't surely want to
sweat into a fixed leather strap for months on end.
Perhaps, if you are a real sahib in India, you make
your bearer carry your watch for you.
What little things one finds to laugh at at the
seaside, when one's ship is already in port and
loading cargo.
We went down and saw her to-day. . * . She is
very tiny. . . . But it is a good time of year. I
wonder who will be travelling with us in an Italian
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